






7 
E 


a2) ‘ x“) ‘ ‘ 
Soemni-monthly Vournal, VinGelCished witg 


m~®,) 


HUTAVINAS, 


we 





VOLUME XVIII. 


NUMBER 








Tue harbor of New-York is justly and widely || 


celebrated, as well for its natural beauties, as for 


It 


was beautiful in the days of Hudson—when th 


its sceurity and convenience as a road-stead. 


daring navigator explored its waters, to giv 


name to the noble river that pours into it, and 
when the stillness of uncultivated nature hallow 


1 


edits shores; when forests, in primeval grandem 


thre 


“ 
saluted eye on every side, and the dusky 
Indian darted throug) their wilds—it is far more 
the 


have decked the scene; when the only forests 


beautiful now, when charms of civilization 
are those created by the countless masts of ten 


thousand ships that float upon its protecting 
surface; when the pleasant homes of the white 
man, singly or in villages, stad its borders, and a 
great and noble city, reposes in its lap! 

It is true, the environs of New-York, particu 
larly towards the harbor, present no bold eleva- 
tions, but, at the same time, there is no tameness 
the ot the 


disposition of land and water, creates the charm 


m aspect nature; while peculiar 


that has given the harbor celebrity in the eyes 


of travelers. Most pictures that have been taken 


of it, look either towards the Narrows, or city 
ward from Bedlow’s Island Above we present 
our readers with a delightful view, confit 
more particularly to the Narrows It one ot 
th most signal of the pecn! arities of the harbor 
which make it vie with the beet n the world 
tinal iit vate mold have 1) d them 
i i We ! t tl un 
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lthe power of Government to place thie 
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ference, four or more in its greatest breadth, and | 
eighth, in length from the city, at the confluence 
of the Hudson and East Rivers, to the Narrows, 
Staten Islands should} 
converge, until the space between them is but | 
the third ofa mile in width; rendering it within 
city in| 


perfect security. are several forts erected 


Ther 
here, and Government has expended large sums 


upon them, especially since the last war; and 


|}when properly manned they are sufficient for the 


defence of the harbor. 


During the last war a chain was extended 
across the Narrows from either shore; and if 
was here that, at an earlier period of our history 

the days of the Revolution—when General 


Washington was in possession of New-York, the 


British army, that had beenencamped on Staten 
ie 


land, crossed to Long Island, early on the 


morning of the 22d of August, 1776, and 
their centre on Flatbush, their righton Flatlands, 


the 


resting 


ind their left on place of disembarkation, 


occupied the ground until the twenty-seventh, 


whe 


n the memorable battle of Brooklyn Heights 
bevan, the result of which occasioned the sur 
render of New-York to the vietorious 

All the shipping of the great city, with the 
eption ot a tew ¢ te 7 rster pa ‘ 
thy h the Narrow to and { vhich with 
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THE BEGGAR-GIRE OF THE PONT DES 
ARTS 


BY WILHELM MAUFI 
1. 
Axy one who may have chanced to have lodged 
at the ** King of England,” in Stuttgart, in the 


year IS34, or to have strolled inthe spacious gar 
dens in front, must have noticed certain figures 
"The re 


eemed, did 


vho altracted general attention. were 


ramong others two men, who, it not 
helone to the population of Stuttgart, and would 
Prado or 


Iinagine a tall, 


have been more at home on the the 


. ' ; 
plaza de Peros at Seville. thin, 
elderly man, with iron-gray hair, deepeset, burning 


hawk 


Ilis walk is slow and stately 


eyes, a nose, and thin, compressed lips 
and if you have a 
ively faney, vou cannot but wish him, instead of 
his black frockcoat, a slashed doublet and Span 


VW hen 


look at his black silk breeches and stockings, the 


ish cloak, to complete the picture. you 


huge roses on his shoes, the long sword by hi Ss 
de. and the high-pointed hat pressed down on 
f hear and that servant, witha step as 

tat ter’s. does 1 se heavy yet 
rad 1 f part ‘ oreaare ] ‘ ‘ ‘ 
' «tore at ‘ ? ! q 

‘ ' " ‘ ’ “pat , " ‘ ‘ * 

i ta i i 
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paanese an 
manners, his equals in pride, his superior in cun- || chisellgd lips and rounded chin, stood boldly out |}drew his hand across his shaggy eyclashes and wh 
ning! Under his arm he carries his master’s I from the back ground. ‘The forehead was adorn-!;murmured “ Oh Laura!’ A sigh was plainly ho 
cloak and umbrella, and in his hand_is a silver |/ed by a profusion of hair anda little hat, with} heard as an echo to this exclamation—he turned | 
sevar-box, a flint and steel. Every one stopped | heavy white feathers, placed sumewhat archly ||round in surprise—the same young man stuod fin 
to look at this pair as they moved slowly along.) on one side. The dress, which was high in the | near him looking earnestly at the portrait. Vexed th 
It was Don Pedro de San Montanjo Ligez,! neck, was loaded with rich chains, and bore tes-| at the interruption, he nodded a carcless saluta fin 
chamberlain of the crown prince of ——, who} timony to its owner’s wealth as we ll as inodesty.| tion; the young man return d it with less cold th 
was living in Stuttgart at the time, and his ‘* IT suppose he is in love with the picture,” | ness but equal pride. The Spaniard determined 
servant. thought the proprietor, ** but if so, he loves with- | to sit his troublesome neighbor out, but in vain— pr 
A very trifling cireumstance often makes a},out hope, for it 1s at least three hundred years | for to his amazement the young stranger took a bye 
man conspicuons. This was the case with young | old.” By and by it seemed as though Froben | chair and sat down a few paces off, so as to be at 
Froben. He had been in town about six months, || was not the only admirer of the portrait. One |,hisease. ‘ ‘The fool! Ireally believe he is making w 
and used to come into the gardens every day at |/day the prince of P visited the gallery with| sport of my gray hairs,” said Don Pedro, and m 
two o’clock precisely, and walk three times round | his suite. His chamberlain, Don Pedro when he | left the room in great indignation. In the ant ye 
the lake, and then five times up and down the |/saw this painting, uttered a cry of surprise, and | chamber kre met one of the proprietors of the col 
broad walk. He passed by all the splendid | seemed overcome by astonishment. When the, lection. He tendered him his thanks for his be 
equipages and pretty women, by all the crowd of || prince left the gallery Don Pedro was not to be| politeness, but at the same time could not help t} 
senators, aulic councilors and militaires, without \|found; at last he was discovered standing with saying a word about the disturber of his peace. 
being noticed, for he looked like an every-day || folded arms and in deep thought before the pic-| ** You may have noticed,” he remarked, ** that 
personage of some eight and twenty or thirty. || ture, He asked where it came from, and was! one of your picturcs has a special value in my 
But ever since one afternoon, when he happened || told that it was painted by a celcbrated artist) eyes. I came, on your invitation, to sce this, to t} 
to meet Don Pedro, when the latter greeted him ||several hundred years before, and had bee n| spend my time before it undisturbed, and now a 
cordially, took his arm, and walked up and down ‘obtained by accident. “ Oh no,” he cried,} mischievous young man watches my movements, 
with him a few times in earnest discourse, hie ie it is not a hundred years old: tell me, pray) comes whenever I come, and spends whole hours, ‘| 
was looked upon with a good deal of curiosity Ht ll me, when you got it? where can I find her?” | merely to vex me, before a painting that he has 
and even respect. Yes, the proud reserved|| He was old and looked too venerable to be} no interest in.” 
Spaniard treated him with marked distinction. | laughed at for his burst of passion; but when he The owncr smiled. * Iam not so certain as 
The very prettiest of the young ladies began to || Was again told that the picture was supposed to) to that; the contrary seems to be the ease, for { 
observe that he was not ugly, that there was even | be painted by Lucas Cranach, he shook his head | this is not the first day that he has devoted to 
something interesting in his features, and the ll gravely : “Gentlemen,” said he, laying his hand | that picture.” 
senators and councilors began to ask who h | upon his heart, ** Don Pedro de San Montanjo|| * Who is he ?” 


might be? Some young officers professed to be! 
able to answer this question, and stated that le 
now and then took a steak for a dinner, lived in 
—— street, and rode a very pretty horse. ‘They 
then enumerated the good qualities of his hors« 
with great accuracy, and this led them to a dis- 
cussion on horse-flesh in general, which is said 
tu have been profound and valuable. 

After this Froben was often seen in company 


with the Don, especially at night in his hotel, 


where they sat and talked apart from the other || 


guests, Diego standing behind his master’s chair 
and serving them with segars and Xerces. No 
, 


one could divine the subj ct of these long con- 


versalions. } 


1k. 

What was it but the fine gallery of Messrs. 
Boiserer and Berteam, in which they had first 
become acquainted! These hospitable gentlemen 
had given our young friend perm ym to visit 
their collection as often as he choose, and lhe 
availed himself of it most liberally. In rain, in| 
snow, and in fine weather, he came; he often 
looked ill, but still he came. We should estimate 
Ilerr von Froben’'s taste too highly, however, if 
we supposed he was busy in studying or copying 
the admirable works of the Flemish school. Ie 
came in softly, bowed insilence, and hurried toa 
distant room which contained one single picture. 
This he examined long, and then left the gall ry | 


} 


in slicnce, The 


proprietors had too much delica 

cy to nqnire into the cause of hi xtraordinary 

all tion tor tive picture, bul they could not but 

wender atit ) ich Le went out the uN 
food i B ‘ 

art I ! t i Sp i 

eo . ia Lb " 


prictor, ** if we were not so certain about the age | stant a visiter to it for s 
lof this picture, I should be in doubt. At anv * What.s if 


Ligez believes you to be honorable men. You * A certain Herr von Froben, who has been 


are not picture-dealers, and have no interest to) here six months. Ever since he saw the portrait 


misrepresent the age ofthis picture. But unless 1) in question, he has been in the habit of coming 


am greatly deceived, I know the lady who every day at the same hour to pay his respects t 


here represented.’”” Ile made aceremonious bow,| it. You see at any rate that he must feel an i 


and leftthe gallery. * Re ally,” thought the pro-|\terest in the picture, sines he had been suv cor 


» long a time. 
x mon 


rate, unless Lam greatly deceived, as the Span-| have done him wrong in my thouglhis, God for 


iard says, this isnot his last visit toour collection.” | give me! Treally fear that IL have behaved rude! 


e . | t 1dely 
Ill. to him. And he is a caballero, yousay? No, it 
And so it happencd. As soon as the gallery! shall never be said of Pedro de Ligez, that he was 
was opened, Don Pedro de San Montanjo Ligez| rude to a stranger. ‘Tell him—but no, L will 
stepped gravely and majestically in, sweeping | speak to him myself,” 
past the long rows of paintings towards the lady 
in the hat and feathers. Ile was vexed to find The next day he found Froben at his po 
the ground alr ady OCCU NE d. A young man! The young man st pyre d aside to make room for 
stood there ; he gazed at the picture, stepped back | his senior, who bowed ceremoniously as he ad 
to a window to watch the flights of the clouds.| dressed him. “ If I am not mistaken, Senor, I 
and then came up, and gazed again. He was) have seen you looking at this picture befor So 
vexcd—but had to bi pat nt. Ile busied him tis with me: I tak great interest in th pictu 
self with the other paintings, but k pt turning | and am never tired of looking at it.” 
his head every moment to sce whether the young Froben was surprised, and hesitated a little as 
gentleman had not gone. But he stood there} he answered, “ I admit it has peculiar merit: in 
firm as a wall, and seeined lost in thought. The! my eyes—for—since—as there is something in it 


Spaniard coughed to arouse him, but he ke pt which I gr atly admire.” The Spaniard | 


dreaming on; he moved his fvot roughly, the |) at him inquiringly,and Froben added m calm 
young man looked round at him a moment va-| ly; “ It is singular what effeeta paintis 
cantly, and then turned to fasten again on thi ymetimes produce Thousands pass by this pic 
pieture. ‘*San Pedro! Santiae rde ¢ mpostella!|;ture, find the drawing correct ma pra t 
what a tedious amateur!” muttered h und Jef r r it it « not aflect t 1 prof 
the room ancrily, fee hat disapy tin ! f n ita « ) i 
td dept ( ih « wil t tort t « i l ca tea elf away 
| ! ! tay | ( ! nN a ( stirik j 1 | | j I lo ita i a 
mounted th " 
: { , ! t i ‘}y nia it ‘ tlic ( 
‘ . 10 { | ‘ 
i i! if 
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ion is felt by 


and at last the true express come one, 
who is then lost in admiration. But will this 


hold true ofsuch heads 

The “ Why not 
fine outlines of the face, this noble 
thoughtful 


the 


forchead, thir 


man colored. 


youne 


eye, this sweet mouth, are not thes 


finely conecived and«¢ xpresst d, is there not som 
thing attractive in the features which——” 


* Certainly. She was unquestionably a very 


pretty woman; the family is remarkable for 


beauty.” 
Whaat 


whether his new acquaintance was in his right 


“6 family?” asked Froben, doubting 


mind.  Thisisa faney piece, and some hundred 


years old.” 
‘* What ? do you too believe that silly story 
between ourselves, the owners are mistaken this 


this time: I know the lady.’ 


‘* For God's sake! do you know her? where 
, 


is she now ? whois she?’ 


, 


*¢ | should rather say I did know her,” replied 
old man, raising hi 


mr, “Yes, | 


avo, a long tim 


moist eye to the paint- 
Valencia, twen- 
It is Dona 


knew her in 


Laura 


"Fortosi.” 


‘* Twenty years ago!” re pe ated Froben sadly, 


not she!” 


‘* Why?” cried Don Pedro, * do you suppose, 
that the painter invented these features Even 
vithout knowing the Tortosi fam ly, do you not 

t must be a family portrait? I say it j 


Dona Laura, as I knew her many years since 


‘* It may be like her, in which case she must 
i very lovely person, but as for th piece, the 
ve that it is hanging in the Chureh 
St. Mary Magdalen, at least a hundred and 
. 
irs ago 
“Then may the fiend pluck out my eyes?!” 
Limed 1 Spaniard, r his hat and 
from t room. [It is a device of th 
‘ me to torture m a the tea stood 
I \ ~ 
\V. 
One evening, when the two gentlemen v 
it parlor { ‘hy rof England, 
> Pedro su nly said ~~ crowd here 
ts all con ution ; will you help me to 
‘ 1 bott of Xim e4 artment ?” 
W ith pleasure.”’ 
Waita ioment till I p are to ree e you 
j d for Ba 
Ina few minutes Diegoa arcd tha cr 
< ineach hand, and bowed gray ly to 
Froben, as the signal to follow him. On ent 
ind s tha laic I ( ( ‘ t 
yppeared ina fittin ick doublet 
! i tmant! A sword th gold bisit 
i ‘ b 
Wcleome. Don Frol a 
| " mgr ce da rent 
i! 1 \\ ] wad a y 
| I | it T 
\ ! 1 1 | ? 
il \ | 1 ( 
, — : ‘ 
{ ‘ 
IT 1 1 | 


reminds me of the 
life! 


that I once saw a lady who is very 


sweetest yet most unhappy y 
hour of my You will smile when I tell you! 


! 
like 


that I saw her but once, and yet that 1 


that pic- 
ture 


never shall forget her.” 


Alas, 


Spaniard, 


** You will langh outright, however,” eontinued 


- it is my case too!’ murmured t 


Froben, ‘ when I confess that I am able to speak 


as to only half of her face. I do not know 


, whether sheis a blonde ora brunette; whether she 


has a high or a low forehead, blue cyces or black, 
I really don’t know. But the finely shaped nose, 
the lovely mouth, the chiselled chin, these I be- 
hold in the picture, the same as I once beheld thi 
reality! 


“Strange ! 


and can you remember so distinctly 
those features which are generally more casily 
furgotten than the eyes and the hair; and after 
seeing them only once too?” 
* Ah, Don Pedro! 


kissed, such lips we do not soon forget. 


lips that we have one 
L will 
tell you how it happened.” 


‘* Stop, not a word!” exclaimed the Spaniard 


‘© You would have aright to think me ill-bred, if 


for his secret, without first 


I will tell you what I 


I asked a cavalier 


communicat 


ig my own 


” 


know of the lady. 


‘* Senor, I was bi (aranada, ola 


ri) ttl 
} 


family, by whom I was instructed in religion and 
in scienee, and destined to the profession of arms 
When I had reached the rank of captain, I was 


sent to my unele, astern old veteran, who com 
manded in Valencia. A great change had taken 
piac in h S houschold since I aw him last. I 
vas surprised when he introdu in elderly lady 
to me as hissecond wile, and still m agrecably 
x when T was mad 1 1a ted w h a beauti 
ful young one, who he called his daughter Laura 
my cousin 
* You hay ween her, Don Fr nie Tha 
picture isa faithful copy of her lovely featur 
it least so far as it wa yle for earthly art te 
initate t } I i tsay that I! a ier 
My affection was « band yt Lier ver 
i tho bar ) n ou tliat 1 Lily 
irat lo nmy count My trie ‘ tae | 
mec as a son, and f und tood his hints rightly 
i in ling to mak 1e SO On my fatiecl 
irt there could be n ct , for Laura ’ 
a noble as wv 1 althy family \ may 
r OW itt Mm thave bi 2a ] 
0o wer 1 \ oO ¢ iC s I \ atin 


m i 7) nyu ce wave lis cor » arc 
tobe married a yon ! ita 
imajority f mn About time ] m 
1 pa Ca i 1 th , ( d, ati 
the ¢ tj ar tla 
1 th. 1 ta ¢ 
LI 
‘ " r. | t 1 
I ia i i i 
ils « ) 
‘ 
a 
wt , ‘ 
i) 


| happ n. 


| Tortosi 


cumlocution, that I had better marry my cousin 
at once, as otherwise something unpleasant micht 


I made further learned 


ngquirics, and 


| Dona Laura was in the habit of meeting a stran- 


lyer ata fricnd’s house. I could not believe it, 
jand yet a jealous pang remained; I determined 


to watch her closely. That very afternoon she 


A 


her, and kept 


left us 
little 
watch by the door of the } 


, saying that she wished to sce a friend. 


while afterwards I 


followed 
iouse. A fury seize d 
meas I sawa man wrapped in a mantle stealing 
along at nightfall in the shade of the buildings. 
As the figure approached me, I seized hold of its 
dress and cried, ** Whoever youare, give me your 
honor that you do not come here to see Laura de 


** Who dares to question me thus 
said a deep voice, 


ree ” 


Ilis accent betrayed the 
7 It 


Captain de San Montanjo Ligez,’’ I replied, and 


stranger, and I felt a painful foreboding. is 
pulled the cloak from before his face, and saw my 
Ile stood there like 
1 
and motioned to hii to do the 
said. 
" 


pass my blade through his body }t 


friend the Swiss Captain. a 


culprit, without speaking. drew my sword, 


**T have 


I was about to 


same. 
no arms buta daeger,” he 
sat could not do 


ne, and 


helpless be lore 


i 


it as he stood ther me, 





pointed the next morning for our 


meet 
I kept guard at the door till 
' , 


d I saw her enter 


let 


he left tha piace 
Laura’s litter was 
it. ‘The t 


‘ 


brought, an 


ture of mind I felt would not me 


Ly, and at midnight J heard a knock at my door 


It was Laura’s old servant, who handed mea 
letter and retired Senor! heaven forbid that 
you should ever reccive ich al r! She told 
me that she loved the Swiss long be e she knew 
me, that she had kept it a sceret, know ho 

her mother dctested foreigners, and that she had 
been foreed tu accept my proposais in spite of 


herself. She took all the blame to herself! 
protested solumnily that Tannensece had ofte: 
wanted to confess the truth to me, and would 
have done it, but tor her entreaties She 
intimated that the family would be « raced 
unless |] furnished thein with = th mean ot 
flight s ! ead om ‘1 K a incet r 
h him, for that | elie | Wife 
" Id not eu ©} ended t a} t 
(r to mv ui hia bits ‘ r r { it t 
always csteemed, though she ¢ ld not love f 
You can conceive that icipan cpist threw cold 
water on the thane of my love; and it ¢ ed mm) 
aneer tou 1 pa 1 But a I had been cece ved, 
[ ielt that hon reqiuured mv to be at our rendez 
vous the next morning. ‘The Captain felt per- 
hia | w ad eply he had injured me, for the n 
the better swordsman, he merely defended him 


f; it was not his fault that ] ran my hand h 


and linger or t Vor 


he t mib 


iim; I t, t tua ! t 

FF tory é 1) j 

fiy da , La re 
( ain i 

\ 

I 1 \7 , 
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** Noble-hearted man!” cried Froben, ** what 
must it not have cust you! intruth, it wasa hard 
trial.” 

‘© It was indeed!” said the old man, smiling | 
bitterly. ‘* At first I thought the wound would 
never heal, but time does wonders, my young 


friend! 


only once the papers mentioned Coloncl Tannen 


I lave never since seen or heard of her, 


see as an officer under Napoleon, who had 
distinguished himself at Brienne. But when 1] 
came here, and saw my Laura before me, the 
same as she was twenty yearsago, the old wounds 
opened afresh, and—you know yourself, 1 used 
to goevery day tosce her.” 
Vil. 
Don Pedro had told his story with all th 
When he had ended, 
he touk off his hat, stroked his beard, and said, **] 


gravity of an old Castilian. 


have told you Don Frobenio, a story which IT hav. 
confided to but a few, not to lead you to imuitat 
my confidence, though your secret would be as 
safe in my breast as the ashes of our kings in the 
Escurial. I will confess Lam anxious to ask you 
why you take such an interest in the lady; but 
curiosity is unbecoming a man of my years, and 
[ say no more.” 

Froben answered: * I will tell you my littl 
adventure with pleasure—it docs not reveal a 
lady’s secret, and ends, in fact, where other 
tales usually begin. But, with your permission, 
as it is now so late, we will leave it till to 
Inorrow.” 

** As you please,” said the Spaniard. 

The next day Froben was in the gallery, as 
usual, before the picture. He waited a whok 
hour; but the old man did not not make his ap 
pearance. Ile walked upand down the grounds, 
but looked in vain for the well-known black 
breeches and pointed hat. At the hotel his 
absence wasexplained. ‘ They are all gone, his 
highness and all; depatches came at midnight, 
and the prince and his suite set off before day- 


break.” 


of which was written in pencil, ** Fare-well, my 


Don Pedro had left a ecard, on the back 


dear Don Frobenio, you still owe me your story : 
kiss Dona Laura for me!” He smiled at the com 
mission, but soon felt that his old friend's absence 
left him solitary. ‘There was nothing now to dé 
tain him in Stuttgart and he left the city as 
quictly as he had entered it. 

VIU. 

Froben pursued his journey along the Rhine. 
Hlis head was still full of the romantic ideas that 
the portrait had called into being. As he drew 
near the lovely plain of the Neckar, he began to 
forget these fantastic visions, and to remember 
the object of his journey. It was a visit toa 
friend, in whose company he had traveled through 
France and England. Sim larity of character 
did not form the ground of their friendship. "The 
Baron von Faldner was somewhat rough and 
and rude, and even his travels had not polished 
him. Ile was one of those who because they neg 
lect books, think they can do without them, and 
persuade themselves that th *y are what they call 


who know every thing without studying it, and 


and are pertect masters of business, agriculture, 
house-keeping and the like. He was happy 
because he did not knuw his \ Cics 


practical men,” that is, universal geniuses, 


but self-conceit made him overbearing in company, | 
andatyrantat home. ‘I wonder ifhe still says 
* Ttold you so!’” thought Froben. He always 
used to speak thus, evenif he had prophesied the 
contrary the minute before, and there was no un 
deceiving him.” His estate lay in one of the 
loveliest valleys of the Rhine, and our trave ler 
could not but hope that the beauties by which 
he was surrounded had tended to soften his 
natural harshness. 
Ix. 
Ife entered the park, and saw his friend ata 


He seemed to be disputing with an old 


distance, 
man, Who was busy digging round atree. * l 
don’t care if you have done it that way fora hun 
dred years, and not fifty; you must transplant 
the tree as I tell you.” ‘The old man put on his 
cap with a sigh, looked at the noble tree with a 
sad eye,and set to work hastily, and as it seemed, 
unwillingly. ‘The Baron whistled a tune as he 
turned away, and saw a stranger, who held out 
his hand to him with a smile. ‘** What’s your 
wish ?’’ he asked hastily. 

* Don’t you know me then, Faldner? Have 
your trees made you forget London and Paris?” 

** Froben, is it possible ! cried the host as he 


embraced him. ‘** But how thin and pale you 


look! "That comes from your sitting and study 
ing somuch; bat you never would take advice 
I always told you it would not answer for you.’ 

“Think a moment, my dear fellow: didn’t you 
always tell me that I would never do fora sports 
map or farmer, and that 1] must take to law or 
a plomacy ‘ide 

* Ah, I sce you are troubled with your old 
complaint, want of memory. Did not I tell 
you 

** Let it pass, and tell me where you have been 
since we parted.” 
The Baron’s story was a short one, wholly 
made up of complaints of bad weather and st 
pid servants. He gave him to understand that 
he was a great proficient in farming, but founc 
all his neighbors and people very obstinate. He 
coufessed that he lived a life of care and trouble 


of vexation and quarrel. Elis fr 


plainly that he still rode his hobby 


end could sec 
,and could not 
rein it im, 


It was now Froben's turn, and he saidin a few 


words, that he had been attached to one or 


two embassies—had rot tired o 


the world. 

* Happy fellow!’ cried Faldner, “ 1 

envy you! ITIcre to-day and there to-morrow 

nothing to tie you down, and as free as 
i] te 


c muta live BKC Vou. 


‘ > ’ ’ , 
\ \ 0 00 tl fora wrone 
* But why not Look out lg 


saddle your horse, and set off with me.” 
* Ah, you don’t understand,” answered Fald 
. 
ner, embarrassed. “ If lam away only one aay 


for a long leave of absence, and was now secing 


every thing, goes wrong. Beside I have don 
foolish thing—but no matter. I wever, my 
travel ng days arc over.” , 
A servant came up just then to say that h 
tuistress Was retur ‘ Like isk 1 Wit te 
should be served a ta said Faldnerin 
if tus ow if ul t i irrice 
nian — dk; men i ive t 1 mw ¢ 
\\ I n it t 


pray tell me I should as soon have thought of 


of the sky’s falling—how long since 


** About six months,” said the Baron in a low 


|tone, and looking at the ground; “ but why 


| should you wonder at it, you ought to know that 


f them, and asked 


in such a large establishment—” 

** Certainly, it is very natural and proper ; but 
I remember how you used to talk about marriage ; 
I never supposed you would find any body to 
suit you.” 

** No excuse me, L always told you—” 

* To be sure, I admit it,” answered Froben, 
with a smile; * and Talways told you that with 
your romantic fancies of ideal perfection you 


would always livea bachelor. As there isa lady 


in the case, I can’t appear in my traveling dress, 


so you will excuse me a few moments. Farewell, 
till we meet again.” 

Just as he left him, a tall and graecful lady 
came up, and asked the Baron hastily, ** Whom 


Who was it 


ye 09 


were you talking with just now 
that said ** Farewell, till we meet again 
The Baron started up, and gaz don his wife 


in astonisinent at secing 


the delheat pale ness ol 


her check suttused with crimson. ‘* It istoo bad 


Josephine,” he cried. * How often have T told 


you that Hlufeland forbids violent exercise to peo 


ple of your constitution ? You have been walking 


here from the house, I suppose, and got warm, 


and now you want to sit downin the cool air. I 
have to tell youevery thing twenty times over, as 


I would toa child. \ ouought lo be al liane dot 


\ urself!” 


* Oh, don’t be angry with me said his wife, 


ina trembling voice, ** I only came out to meet 


’ 


you, and rode all the way.’ 


> 
‘ Your cheeks condemn you,” was the answer 


‘* Must I be for ever talking to you? No shawl, 


cither, and so late! What is the use of my fling 


ne away moncy for such nonsense, if vou don’t 


wear them? It’s enough to make a man mad! 


You will not do any th ng to please me; vour 


self-will wears me outcompletely: itscenough 


’ 


* Pray, forgive we, Franz,” said she, wiping 


away the big tears from her eyes, ** | have not 
seen you all day long, and I wanted to irprise 


you, and forgot a shawl. You will forgive me 


you will forgive your wife, wont you?” 


’ 


* Yes, ves, that’s enough—now leave me alone 


You know I don’t Ike such seenes. And in 


tears too! do for heaven’s sake break yourss lf of 


this foolish habit of crying at any thing and every 


thing. We have a guest to-day—Proben, who 


yz 
traveled with me. Behave yourselfas you ought, 
do you hear me? See that nothing is wanting, 
for I don’t like to have to keep the house besides 


all my other business 


” 

Ile walked before her to the castle in silences 
-” 

When Falduer showed Froben to his room, he 


could not refrain fiom congratulating | 


iy host on 


his choiee. “ Really, Franz, I never saw her 


equal, You were alwaysa lucky fellow but I 


iever'thought you would get such a prize, with 


you stra ‘ A 

. Y« yos, SI Wwe eT ! ! in veored the 
B ‘ y i t} ‘ ‘ eanaie 1man 
nt frave ¢ \ brac it not to expect 
tin tl “ 

VW l Lite et you ce not imscnaible 
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to such excellence. [ have seen many women In 


such pert ct beauty : 
What a figure! And I do not know 


but that Ladmire hercultivated mind and delicate 


my day, but never one of 
What eyes! 


taste even still more highly.” 
** You secm quite captivated,” rejoined Fald- 


rr 
ms 


ner, laughing; ‘** but you have read too mu ns 
you are not a practical man; | always told you 
so. Believe me, a smart, active housekeeper 
is worth more than what you eall your accom. 
plished women. Good night—thank your stars 
that you area freeman, and—don’t be in a hurry 
to choose.” 

Froben had not failed to observe how anxiously 
she had watched her husband’s looks, and how 


Ile 


felt that so ill assorted an union must have been 


much she seemed to stand in awe of hiin. 


the work of interest, and not of affection, and that 
so delicate, so sensitive a creature was ill fitted 
to bear the humors of her stern and selfish lord. 
He sat plunged in such thoughts till he began to 
reproach himself for them. ‘ I have been false 
tomy first love to-night,” thought he. ‘ Another 
image has filled my thoughts, and I have given 
way to ideas that are perhaps sinful, certainly 
idle!" With these words he unrolled the engravy- 
ing from the beloved picture in his bosom, which 
he always carried with him; but what was his 
surprise as he noticed the wonderful resemblance 
it bore to the Baroness Von Faldner? As to hair 
and eyes he could notspeak ; but the mouth, nose, 
chin and throat were surprisingly alike. ** What!” 
thought he, ** can she be my friend’s wife—she 
whom I saw but once, and imperfectly, yet whom 
I love, and shall love for ever? The stature and 
the 


figure too the same? Her cyes were fixed 


But it is all folly. 


on me the whole evening, as though she had seen 
me before. The proud Baron 
of Faldner, with his high ideas of nobility and 
pure descent, would never have SLOoyK d to wed 
the be 3” 


[To be Continued.] 
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SCENES IN OUR VILLAGE. 


lighted for a bridal party, and reclining on a 


was evening. ‘The rooms were brilliantly 


crimson sofa, the fair bride reecived the congrat- 
ulations of her friends. A fond aunt bent to kiss 
her youthful brow. ‘* LT can wish you no kinder 
said she, ** than that you may remember 
the 


wish,”’ 


and practice admonitions you have just 
received : and,” she added in a whisper, * above 
all things, my Helen, be a keeper at home.” 

A few more days saw Helen Clifford mistress 
of the home to which her aunt alluded, and that 


home was one of the prettiestin our village. Our 
village, permit me here to say, is one of the many 
secluded hamlets nestling among the green hills 
that border the valk y of the Connecticut. 

Here, after the first round of bridal visits, calls 


and parties had passed away, for even in our 


quict settlement such things did pass, she recalled 
to mind the admonition of her relative. What 
could she mean? * Be a keeper at home.” But 
that home was beg nning to be tu ome. Dua 
ng many hours of the day her husband wa 
hece SAT ly al ent, and his library, though res 


pectably stocked with professional works, con- 
tained few books of such a character as she had 
been accustomed torclish. Indeed, truth to say, 
Ifelen Clifford’s education had of such a 


light and superficial kind as to give her no real 


been 
taste for intellectual pleasures. In short, that 
ever restless fic nd, Kanui, took possession of her 
to 


sought refuge 


mind, and shake off his deadly grasp, she 
among the families in the neigh- 
borhood. 

The matrons of our village are an eminently 
Like the devotees of old, they 
‘** speak often one to another ;” 


social race. 
but whether on 
topics equally edifying, 
With these good ladies Mrs. Clifford became a 
general favorite, and learned to overlook their 
many 


is quite another question. 


deficiencies in mind and manners, on 
account of the deference they paid to her superior 
graces. Her husband first noticed with regret, 
and at length with vexation, her frequent and 
lengthening absences. Surely, thought he, she 
must mect with very interesting pursuits abroad, 
to draw her from home and attention to her 
husband's comfort. 

Ore evening he returned from some harrassing 
professional duties, weary and dispirited, and 
after waiting till the gloom of twilight had almost 
deepened into night, his wife also arrived in 
Alive to 


htest troubles, he quickly inquired the caus 


apparently equal despondency. her 


slig 
of the prese nt. 

“Oh dear, don’t speak to me. 
talked to death. 


noon with that tiresome Mrs. Gleaner. 


I am literally 
I have spent the whole after- 
| 


” 


“Why did you remain so long, if you found 
her tiresome ?” 

“ Why, to tell the truth, I saw Mrs. Lightfoot 
pass this morning with a new dress and bonnet, 
and I suspected where she was goin 


or 
=? 


sO I just 
stepped in to Mrs. Gleaner’s to have my suspi- 
cions confirmed. ‘The good lady knew nothing 
of the matter, but her daughter Mary would soon 
be at home and could explain all. 


the 


So there lI 


have spent whole 


t blessed day, waiting for 


Mary, and at last when she appeared, she knew 
but had promise d not to tell.” 
‘* And is it possible that Helen Clifford takes 


an interest mm such empty and degrading pur- 


snits ?”’ 


‘“ Bie 
Fie, 


trifling subject. 


husband! You speak gravely on a 
Would you wholly debar m«¢ 
ee 


from soci ty 


** And do you call this society ?” 


* Why, surely our neighbors are our fellow 


beings, and beings too of 


considerable mental 


activity, full of thoughts, feclings and passions, 
which they express with energy if not refine- 
ment.” 

** Butare these energies turned into any useful 
channel? Are they not wasted, on the contrary, 


in idle or mischievous gossip ?” 


+} 


‘* Perhaps not more so than those of some of 
our city acquaintances, who discuss with equal 
eagerness the latest enormitics in fashion.” 

‘* Rat from you, my dear Helen, L expected 
better things Your education should have fitted 
you for nobler pursuits and purer pleasures. It 

hould have ga ned that happy medium between 
the frivolous rossiping ot vacant m nds, ana the 
equally rivulieu alu micht Vl tie JUuxUriK 


| which best suits the developement of our intel. 


\lectual and moral nature. And if you mingled 
joccasionally with those less favored, it should be 
lfor their ben fit, and not your own idle amuse- 
jment.” 

Helen Clifford felt deeply the reproof of her 
husband, but as, notwithstanding her follies, she 
possessed both good sense and good temper, it 
And in 
it was remarked that her aunt’s parting admoni- 


did not pass unimproved. a short time 


tion was much more frequently obeyed than 


\formerly ; because indeed it was better under 


re. & ©. 


stood. 


| Mass. May 11, 1841. 
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OUR “FATEU L.” 


” 


BY ** EMILLIE. 


Gent ie Reader, (for gentle we know thou art, 
or thou wouldst not be bending over this prosy 
article,) hast thou never in thy wanderings amid 
** Nature’s scenery,” betaken thyself to a favorite 
retreat in the shades of a dim green forest, or, 
better still, some especially quiet, secluded little 
nook, where no one clse ever thought of intruding 
from the very loneliness of the place? With what 
a dreamy delightful sensation of half-weariness, 


one throw’s one’s-self upon Nature’s Brussels 
carpeting of the richest emerald, and when the 
to 


inclination cultivate 


an acquaintance with 
Morpheus is counteracted by the potent charms 


of Mercury, the mind conjures up images of the 
llow 
palpable the most trivial, and perhaps nearly 
forgotten 


past, W ith the mighty wand of a magician. 


occurrence appears, as we wander 


through the chequered vista of retrospection. 
** Old scencs become new,” and many a kindred 
spirit whose 


genial influence once threw a bright 


halo over our weary path of destiny, appears to 
the mind’s eye, in all its pristine distinctiveness 
of fond associations. 


We perceive by the gentle smile 


just curling 


thy lip, that we have touched a chord in the 
hidden recesses of thy bosom, which is now vi- 
brating in unison with our subject. We are also 


aware, that when the feeling which actuates its 


pendulum movements, has ceased to thrill, the 


query of—** But what’s all this 


to do with the 


fateul 


will naturally suggest itself. Patience, 


gentle reader, and we will tell thee. The luxu 


rious casy-chair in which we are snugly en 


sconced, we have poetically dignified with the 


name of **fateul” for no particular reason, save 


that it pleaseth our fancy, and the * brown 
study” which has occupied us for the last two 
hours, we 


would those 


mysterious reveries in “* the shady greenwood.” 


identify with 


samc 


Perhaps the classical influence of the numerous 


profound volumes which meet our eye on every 


side, is an indifferent subst 


itute for the gushing 


inspiration incident to the liquid melody of ** Na 


ture’s choristers,” and the sylvan scenery of the 
aforesaid greenwood, but our retrospective re 
flections, such as the y are, we will give thee 
faithfully, if thou wilt ** follow us in our wind 
ings,”’ without criticism. 

Now we wou d say to thee, n conclusion, that 

we have not rendered ourselves obnoxious to 
tie chars Of proixity of introduction, and the 
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following imperfect delineation meets an appro- 
ving smile, we may occasionally trouble thee 
with other “ musings from our fateul.” 
“ She would be witty 

It is a lamentable faet, that the inclinations to 
be smart, even on the most mal apropos occa 
sion, is inherent to an extensive degree, in the 
bosom of the beau.sexe. Many a young heart 
gushing with all the feelings of a high and gen- 
erous nature, and giving promise to the most 
brilliant futurity, has been blighted and withered 
atits fountain, by the simoon influence of its 
mis-applied attributes. 

“Oh! I suppose this is what you barristers 


, 


call pleading your ease,” saida pretty, haughty- 
looking girl to a very dignified looking young 
man, whoin furtherance of a very interesting 
declaration, had dropped gracefully upon one 
knee, in Chesterfield’s most approved manner. 
** Quite an improvement on legal points, really— 
you would doubtless chose the same attitude in 
appealing to the sympathies of the Court.” 
‘*Perhaps [I should, Miss Tracy, if I failed to 


elicit commiscration for the poor culprit other- 


’ 


wise,” said George Raymond, quictly, as li 


regained his original position on the sofa, whil 


a bitter smile passed over his fine features. 


**And perhaps,” she 


continued, ** you might 


have been spared the pain of compromising your 
ty,’ if you had considered the natur« 


” 


‘awful dign 

of the judge. 
** Most probably, and now that I have ascer 

tained it to a ecrtainty, Miss Tracy, I beg leave 

to bid you good evening,” returned Raymond, 

as he took his hat very deliberately. 

, 


‘George ! 


Mr. Raymond! you are offended, 


vou shall not goin anger.” 


“Tam not angry, Miss Tracy,” said Georee, 


drawing on his gloves with creat perseveranes 
I 


not in the least. 
‘*T did not say—I was mercly going to say— 
Helen, 


throwing herself on the sofa, while the tears slid 


I mean I thought that’—stammered 
one by one into her dark ringlets. 

Now whether Helen had an inkling that le 
could not resist t j 
and her own 
know not; we would eladly ascribe her avgita 
pressible feeling, but we do know tl 
Mr. (reorge 


tion to irre at 


Raymond again compromised his 
dignity, by shutting the door of the apartment 
and returning to Helen. Gently taking the littl 
white hand with which she had vainly endeavor- 
ed to hide her crimson face, as he bent over he s 
he said intl lowest tone of his musical voices ‘ 
‘*Well IHeclen, I have 

tohear ‘what you were merely going to say. 


‘* Will 


rey 


come back at your request 


1/},! 


Helen sobbed audibly but made no reply. 
you favor me with an explanation of the term 
No answer. ‘ Perhaps you were going to say, 
{pat in conformity with a heartless system of 
coquetry, youhad smiled approvingly on George 
Raymond, and having entangled him in your 
ie @ 


meshes, ‘ you merely thought’ you could tramp 


upon his feelings with impunity.” 


Helen found her own weapons were woune 
her in the most vulnerable point, and ra 


her ti as! ma othe ola, and shak ner the * lken 
. 


sive is it, that the consciousness has brought mn 


that my unfortunate pr ypensity 1s the source of 


unhappiness to many, but so strong and impul- 


amendment. JIlowever humiliating this avowal 
may be, I feel that the incidents of to-night will 
have the salutary effect’—and Helen paused 
awkwardly. 

** Miss ‘T'racy,” he said, relieving her evident 
embarras, **I have been slow to believe that 
your fascinating brillianey of conversation ever 
degenerated into gross personality, and that too, 
when common courtesy dictated at least, a dif- 


ferent course. Atthe same time that I acknowl 


edge your superior qualifications, both mental! 


and personal, I lament the indelicacy with regard 
to the feelings of others, that causes me hence- 


forth to look upon you in the light of a‘ 


passing 
acquaintance.’ ” 

Helen’s natural system of defiance, prompted 
an angry retort, but an overwhelming sense of 
shame kept her silent. 

‘*And now, Ilelen, agreeably to my unele’s 
wishes six month’s ago, I shall proceed immedi 
ately to my brother's at New Orleans, where I 


parator y to 


shall probably stay a few montlis pre 
commencing the ‘grand tour’ now in agitation 
by unele Clarkson.” 

‘* You are surcly jesting,” said Helen, speak- 
ing for the first time in her own natural winning 


‘ 


one,“ I supposed your talked of travels wer 


given up long ago.” 


el that I cannot 


leave you, perhaps for the last time, without 


‘Quite the contrary, and I 


saying that [ have regarded you with an inten- 
sity, which can never be transmitted to another, 
and the vine-clad hills of * La Belle France,’ or 
the sunny skics of Italy, cannot renovate on 
who has offered the best, purest feelings of his 
nature at the shrine of woman, and offered them 
invain. IT am compromising my dignity again, 
by getting very sentimental, and I must bid you 


rood evening, MI Ss Tracy,” Sa d Raymond 1 


conclusion, as he rose onee more to depart.- 
I] lenv’e hrs avhirl 1 tumultuot ly nl biects 
cicn’s brain Wiirica MmMuUuIlLUOUSLY, ANC ODE 
swam be fore he reves, but W th that nonchalance 
for which women are so remarkable, she sat 
, —_— 
very upr it ontl ola, an P nea vackKk | 
ringlets witha ¢« ree of yehemens that di 
not escane Raymond’s scrutinizine mee hie 
ros¢ is he moved towards the door, and extend 
ng her hand, said, ** we will not part in anger, 
’ , 
sav that you forgive me—that at least will be 
some con tion.” 

I] took the *proflt red har d—pr sed t to his 
burning brow, and rushed from the house, wh 
Helen stood almost ipified in the centre of th 
room ssiic retired to er ch m! , and cist 

th ] 1 ly l her f r 
ng the maid who usually assisted her to dis! 
she threw herself on the bed in a paro nm 
ol tear 

‘“*T wonder what ails M * exclaimed the 
officious abivail, as she « ded to the kiteli 

Sie f a sre shit aie ! t want my " te 
Sall ind don’t you think sl sactill fling 

‘ } ’ 
ine mmr as r heart wa re 

ade ( tt - that Mast 
Rimor dh rot 1 tr < i l 
{ I wa n it f wt { ' 


' 


Iter colleague could seareely refrain from 
laughing outright, when she considered that 
jSally’s antipathy to ‘* Missus’ arose from an 
unguarded allusion of Helen's with respect to 


t 


ie Outre appearance of her round ecarrotty he ad, 
which she had tastefully ornamented with saffron 


colored ribbon, disposed in sundry bows 


on thre 
SlIGCS. 

“And I'm mistaken,” continued Sally, ‘ if 
Missus Tracy don’t give her the news to-mor- 
row—such a customer as Mr. Rimond aint to be 
carved last. Vl warrant ye, the old lady will 
talk to her about the ’stablishment, as she gener 
ally does,” said Sally, more gently, as her com 
panion frowned importantly. 


[Concluded in our next 
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DOCTOR JAMES CRATK. 


Docror James Craik was born in Seotland, 
where he reeeived his edneation for the medical 
service of the British army. Ile came to th 
colony of Virginia, in early life, and had the 
honor to accompany the youthful Washington in 


h and Indians, in 


his expedition against the brene 
1754, and returned in safety after the battle of 


r of Fort Necessity 
, 


attended b addock in lis march 


the Vii aAadcOWS and surreng 
In 1755, he 

rough the wilderness and on the 9th of July 
assisted in dressing the wounds of that brave but 
unfortunate commander. 

At the close of the French war, the subject of 
this article resumed and continued his profession 
al labors till the commencement of the revolution 
n 1775. By the aid of his early and fast frien: 
General Washington, he was transferred to 
medical department in the continental army and 
rose to the first rank and distinetion. 

In 1777, he had an opportunity, whieh 
gladly embraced, to show his fidelity to his gen 
eral and to his adopted country, by taking an 
active part in the developeme nt olf a nelarto 


conspiracy, the object of which wa 


commander.-in-chief. In 17S0, he wi 


recen! rrived at Rhode Island, and ! 
irraneement rr the establishment of le i 
to accommodate the Freneh arm I! 

formed this dificult duty, | con d 1 tive 
ariny to e end « 1 wa ind wa ent at 
the surrender of Cornwallis, on th memorable 
19th of October, 1781. 

After the « cation of hostilitics, the dort 
scttle } Lp ( » in i ‘ t } 
Ma ins but soon rem d to 1] 
hood of h ustrious end and « 
farmer of Mount Vernon, at his i ular, re 
pe ited, and I t request 

I 1798 n 1 ( 1 | ( ( 
to be forrotten Wa li? t ! te} ail 
to redt thre “on ot ct 1 tive 
bie Craik ( ( edtol 
tation iti mea il | VW 1 ( } 

nt «¢ irmy, 1 i ( cr ( ca 
t 1 rofess il la t t 

" i a t 
a t \ i ila 
to ¢ \ , in ¢ ¢ a te 
i) ! i PF { 
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It was to witnes 


the 


the closing scene and to receive 
er, the most 
Their youthful 


commissions had been signed on the same day. 


last sigh of his revered command 


distinguished man of his age. 


{ war. 


hey had served together in the ranks « 
‘Theu 


cour 


! 


friendship was cemented by a social inter 


of fi ty years’ continuance and they wer 
mutual toils, 
At length the 


It was tender, affectionate, 


greatly endeared to cach other by 


privations, and honors. moment 
ot parting arrive d 
suvlemin, and impressive. 

In reference to that painful event the doctor, is 
said to have expressed himself in this manner ; 
‘©, who was bred amid scenes of human calami- 
ty, who had so often witnessed death in its direst 
uid most awful forms, believed that its terrors 
were too familiar to my eye to shake my fortitude 
but, when [saw this great man die, it seemed as 
if the bonds of my nature were rent asunder, and 
that the pillar of my country’s happiness had 
fallen to the ground.” 

As a physician, doctor Craik was greatly dis- 
tinguished by his skill and success and his profes- 
sional merits were highly and justly appreciated. 


In the yarious relations of private life, his charac. 


ter was truly estimable and his memory is 
precious to all, who had the happiness and thi 
honor of his acquaintance. He was one, and 


what a proud eulogy it is, of whom the iminortal 
Washington was pleased to write 
Sri 


my compatriol 
nid. 


of his residence in Fairfax 


, 
my old and intimate 


‘died at the plac 


tm arms, 
Il 


county, Virginia, on the 6th of February, ISL dyin 


1! 


} the dise 


’ 


dl 


addressed to him, to the 


aisle of tiie church, supposing it a question 
surprise of all present, | 
replied, ** Lam, sir, an officer of the sixteenth 
regiment of foot, on a recruiting party here; and 


having brought my wife and family with me, I 


wish to be acquainted with the neighboring 
clergy and gentry.” ‘This so deranged th 
divine, and astonished the congregation, that 
though they attempted to listen with decorum, 


vurse Was not proceeded in without con- 
siderable dificulty, 


A Lapy’s Rerroor.—A lady not better known 
in Glascow for wit than for her benevolence, when 
quite a girl, went out to ride on a pony which 
her father kept for her use, accompanied by a 
The fault. ** Ilold 
up, you devil!” was the sympathetic expression 
to the "The 


remarked, ** Now, sir, my pony has a much pret- 


gentleman, horse made a 


intelligent quadruped. 


lady softly 


ticr name than yours—I call it Donald.” 





Sarety.—A preacher being re quest d to per- 
form the last sad offices, fur a young woman at 


the point of death, pressed her to belicve that 


flesh and blood, could not enter the kingdom of 
Heaven. “Then Lam safe,” said she, * for I 
am nothing but skin and bone.” 

Cur Posrrive.—* You're a fool,” said a cox- 
comb one day to aclown. And the answer he 


vot wasaqueerone. * Why, dang it! you partly 


say truc, | must own; if Ll ben’t quite a fool, I 





the Sith year of his age. be near one.” 
ey ‘ ~ » tae ft ‘ ” “es <4 " ) . > , 
SC bh svat Le Wural epository, 
A GOOD ANECDOTE, SATURDAY, JUNE 19, 1841 
We find in the ** Courts of Europe at the clos 
of the last century,” by ILenry Swindburne just Tiss sent r coinmmences our ecichteentl 
published in Londen, the following * illustration r co tl , 
of American manners :’—An English officer, !) tl for the exten pati \ ‘ i | been 
Col. A ,wastraveling inastage to New-York, t ) We shall use ever , , , 
and was extremely annoyed by a free and en Lith hich our pu ut ! ) ‘ 
, eee F n’s perp tually spitting,across h mn. ko iva We | 1 ot 
ont of the window. Hle bore L patiently tor som . that our ta 
time, till at last h ventured to remonstrate, ; . 
when the other s rid, ** Why, Col mel, I estimat W 
you're poking fun at me that I do. Now, a : 
in not a going to chaw my own bilge water for : 
noman; besides, you need not look so thundering 
bie Why Dve practiced all my life, and could Wo f o.% - ‘ 
epit through the eye of a needle without touching 
the steel—letalone such a great saliva box as that ' We } 
there window.” Col. A—— remained tranqu a 
for some tim at last his anger tup, and h ‘| ( 
pat bang in lis companion’s face, exclanning, * I li ’ f i 
bee you a thousand pardons, squire, but Ive not , t 
practiced as much as you hav No doubt, ! i O 
the time we reach New-York, I shall be as great t ‘ f 
1 dabster as 1 ’ i 
WIIIMSICAL INTERRUPTION 
, \\ 
Wuen Dr. Beadon was Re of Lilt ; 
\ t thi 1 th me aay i took top ach 
" i Whou art thou Aft i ! 
\\V 
t i biad is wa } custom) a Lu j 
cou i 1 to reflect pom t : 
‘ ran. in mulitary ' yatt 
a ‘ 


A Venomous Stiixng.—Apply a poultice of brused plan 
tain and honey,ortake lnwardly one dram of black currant 
leaves pounded; itis an excellent counter poison 

To cure Corns \pply tresh every morming the yeast 
of small beer, spread on a rag. 


Carerrittars.— These worms are quite easily destroyed 
When tuken li season Monday ts the best dav in the week 
to destroy them After your clothes are wasbed and 


before the suds are thrown away, take a pailful of them, 
Winda cloth or mop on the end ot a pole, and tear the 
10 pieces With this mop dripping with suds; every 
suddenly dies. We know not the but we 
the tact 

For rue Ervysipecas.—Make ege wine rich and good for 
drinking ; drink a part of it, and wash with theother part 

To prive away Rats.—Tar, or Bird-lime laid in their 
haunts, will stick to their fur, and cause thelr departure 

Washing Saravs.—To free salads from the larve ot 
insects and worms, they should first be placed in salt 
water for afew minutes, to kill and bring out the worme, 
and then washed with fresh water in the usual way 
Chis is aninvaluable suggestion, as all saladsare subjected 
tu isects, and sume of them inconceivably simall 


Tieats 
Wettin 


reason, slate 


Letters Containing 


Ojjice, 


remittances, 


ending Wednesday last, deduc ting 


Received at this 


I , »f postay 
the amount of pustage patd. 


I. R. Macedon, N. Y. $100; J. 8S. W. Lansingburgh 
N. ¥ Siu H. A. S. Geneseo, N. Y. 81,00 lL. P. Five 
Corners, N.Y. S100; J. B. Fosterdale, N. Y. 81,00; W 
N. W. Watertown, N.Y. 81,00; D.C. TL. Glenn's Falis, 
N. ¥. 86,00; PON. Keene, N.Y. $100; C. G. I. Enfield, 
N.Y. 81,00 W. H. Victor, N. ¥. 31,00: G. R. J. Homer, 
N.Y. 31,00; DR. Wyoming, N.Y. 81,00; A.C. Ithaca, 
N.Y. 31,00; N.B. W. Centre Lisle, N.Y. 31,00; D.C 
Greenbush, N.Y. S100; N. C. Durham, N. Y. 81,00; G 

A. Littleton, N.H. $10.00; C. C. Fast Pierpont, N.Y 
S100: J.W.S. Tyson Furniuce, Vt. S100: J. BOK. Wry 
nant’s Kill, N. VV. S100: ©. V.D. Leeds, N.Y. S100: 8 
it. Mackinac, Mich. 32,00; M. M. Hoftlinau’s Ferry, N.Y 
21,00: T. W. Bennington, Vt. 81,00; P. C. South Amenta, 
N.Y. S100: B. 0. 'T. Detroit, Mieh. SL00: J. 8. M. South 
Coventry, Ct. 84,00; FB. A. K. South Lansing, N.Y. 81,00 
M.1). Hinsdale, Ms. 1,00; A. HL. J. South Egremont, Ms 
S100: A. M’H. Gill, Ms. 81,00; A.B. Brattleborough, Vt 
S100; D.G. 8. Pompey Centre, N.Y. 81,00; 8.5. V. Fae 
tory Point, Vt. S100; Bb. A. Bennett's Corners, N. Y.S1,00, 
J. K. jr. Cincinnatus, N.Y. S100: P.M. North Brooktietd, 
N. ¥. S200 P. M. West Greentield, N.Y. $3.00. 6 , 
Scipioville, N.Y. S100: P. M. Cambridge, N.Y. $2.00 
H. 1. B. Corinth, N. ¥. S100. R.Y. Bullwille. N.Y. S100 
PP. M. Cambridge, N. YY. 82.00; B. R. Genoa, N. Y. &1,00 
S. FOS. Niagara Falls, N. Y. 36,00; W. ¢ Palinyra, N. ¥ 
S1.00- WOT. Williamstown, Ms. S100 I. W. Bridge 
water, Ms. S100, SS. W. Franklin, N.Y. SI4W A.R. P 
Jonesboro’ Te. S100. ROC. RB. Waterbury, Vt. 20.00. 1 
R. West Niles, N.Y. 81.00: L. 8.0. Norwieh, N.Y. 81.00 
I. M. Greenwich, N.Y. 84,00; G. W.S. Whitney's Port 
N. ¥. $1.00; BE. M. South Lee, Ms. 31,00; H. J. Bagte, N 
Y.81.00; 8. A. FE. Beekman, N.Y. 31,00; L. BE. N. Winsted, 
(rato. Jd J.G. Bast Bern, N.Y. 82,00; W.P.B. Mout 
pelier, Vi. S100. ©. TT. Ann Arbor, Mich. S100. 0. W 
Reovalton, Vt. S100. G.I A. Northtield Farn Ma. S10 
T. A. W. Canasto i. Sl in R. Jd. J. Montezuma 
N. ¥. $81.00) CC. R. Locke, N.Y. 81.00; P.M. Petersburgh, 
N.Y. 200; L. LS. South Braueh, N.Y. S100, POM 
Bethel, Ct. S10.00, P.M. Salisbury, Ct. 2,00, EB. BE. G 
South New berlin, N.Y. S100 

Mlarricy, 

Int ity, onthe 3d inst. by the Re Mr. Landen, My 
tie ge Grant, of Lludson, to Miss Sarah ‘Th Mipool t 
{, ernprort 

At Claverack, on the 7thinet. by P. Snyder, Esq. My 
Mdward Atwood Miss ¢ ne Blood d, both otf 

! 

iil da onthe loth 3 t. by the Rev. Th Woyrate 
Mr. Levi Preree, Merehant, of Rochester, to Mi } > 
Sortborger, Ot the former place 

icv, 

1 t ri if thou Flix danghterot™M j 
Dbirecusene " e | iyveu t ler age “urs ' ' 
weep not tor her he has gon wo inn thee nr nerat 

mpany of angels Atan early age she is taken from 
ti world ott tole Che Sabbath ‘ it “ i ! 
vas warmly attached, i illed 1 " we fa 
fuithiul and interesting meniber Shesearched the Serip 
ture nd Ww much impressed w el precious truths 

At Gree tt, onthe 4 it San M.sonot Mr. Wi 

in Met ert. in the th vea ! ive 

Atti me place " i t. Mr. Gee Panerich 
nt uny = 

At Lan M nth th inet. ¢ I 
Vile t Mr.qQ ‘J ' i " er Mr. ¢ . 
) her 20th vear 

Int et er ell I 

\t sy \ , Lhe & " 

Ar NV 1 ] t li ! 

Tv. NVM j ‘ Ps 

" , 
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RURAL 


REPOSITORY. 











ADDRESS 
Of the Rural Repository to tts Patrons, on the 
commencement of tts Eighteenth Volume. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


FIRST CONTRIBUTOR. 
Mip groves and vales, where roam the shepherd| 
swains, 
Waking at morn or eve their tuneful strains; 
Where sylvan maids, adorned with pearly flowers 
Lead on with song and dance the happy hours; 
Where on the breeze, the softly fading note, 





Or choral sounds of feathered songsters float ; 
Where hope and joy with lightsome footsteps tread 


Where dwells sweet Peace, and Love’s bright beams| 
are shed ;— 

These many years, my simple Muse hath been 

The beauty seeking of each Rural scene, 

And on her canvass drawn with nicest care 

The faithful image of those landscapes fair, 

With colors bright and tints of softest hue 

Bringing each scene, kind Patrons, to your view. 

SECOND CONTRIBUTOR. 

Mid lordly halls, where dwell the proud and great 

In princely splendor, or in regal state ; 

Buried in wealth, brilliant with costly gems 

And purple robes, and glittering diadeims, 

Where marble piles, and temples towering high 

Lift their proud domes majestic to the sky, 

Where Nature sleeps or acts the meaner part, 

As fawning handmaid to capricious Art ; 


There loves my Muse in stately rank to dwell 





The pomp and glory of her haunts to tell. 
Thence comes she forth, to breathe, at times, het 


strains | 


With simpler bards and harps of shepherd swains, 


Where they, in friendly strife, their powers engage 
To please the Patrons of the Rural Page. 

THIRD CONTRIBUTOR. 
In lowly cots with those of humble name 
Unseeking and unsought by trump of Fame, 
The stillevents of whose secluded life 
Find not the world on tongues of noisy strife, 
Who in the ills or joys that mark their way 
The holy light of hours well spent display ; 
Of pious deeds, of chances well improved, 
Faithful in friendship—constant where beloved, 
Forgiving foes, bestowing good on all 
Who need their kindness on their bounty call— 
Mid such, the pure, my humble Muse abides 
And learns the motive which their action guides: 


Whence oft she comes, kind friends, the rule to tell | 


By which ye may direct your lives as well. 


FOURTH CONTRIBUTOR, 


PRINTER'S DEVIL. 

Sy all that’s grave—that's very grave I mean, 

I cannot tell ye all the spors I’ve seen; 

But ye haveJearned fiom these my helpmeets four, 
How many scenes their Muses wandered o’er, 
What deeds they did—what wonders them befel 
Which now so modestly ye heard them tell, 
Therefore, if’t please ye I'll not strive to say 
What Jhave done to drive your cares away, 

But, fondly hoping that each gentle heart 

Feels well assured, I have not missed my part, 
Will bid adieu, just breathing in your ears, 
That as I’ve had your smiles these sev’nteen years 
So have ye had my love ;—and ye will find 

That love’s as pure, as is your gold refined. 


Leeds Manor, June 8, 1841. Hl. M. D. 





For the Rural Repository. 
MY BIRTH DAY. 


My birthday ! my birth day !’tisa joyless one to me; 

I'm pining like a weary bird, for home, and iibe rty, 

The fount of hope and gladness, is cold within my 
breast; 

My spirit fain would flee away, and seek some place 


of rest. 


My birth day ! my birth day! oh! itcomes in budding 
spring ; 

When flowers begin to blossom, and forth their 
fragrance fling, 

When like a fairy song, the wild bird's silve ry notes, 


Upon the softand balmy air, in liquid music floats. 


My birth day! my birth day! thou sad mile-stone 
of my years; 

Once I greeted thee with smiles; but I greet thee 
now with tears, 

Thou bringest not the hopes, that beamed upon my 
youth ; 

Alas! those sunny hopes were false; they had no 
life, no truth. 


Oh! can this be my birth day ? 1 miss the gentle tone 

Of voices raised to bless me; in days that now ar 
flown; 

I missthe glance of eyes,that filled with tears of love, 

As they mutely asked a blessing, from him who rules 
above. 


My birth d Ly ! my birth d Ly ! ye 
be here 
I pray that] may Wwe leome it without one sich 
fear 


Oh! may it find me ready, to leave this vale of tears. 


my last will soon 
, Ol 


’ 


Fora brichter home ubove, where there is no note vol 
years, 
Hudson, May 19, 1841 4 & 


For the Rural Repository 
TRUTH 
BY T ( WORDEN 
As from the chambers oft the east 


Morn bursts with brilliant ¢ 





From distant times, from nations of the past 
To those which now o’er earth their glories cast, 
From many a shore where once proud temples stood 
And lofty columns, reared to great and good, 


To nearer scenes where men of high renown 


Still mortal, wear their glory’s brilliant crown, | 
Through every age since first old Time began 

To measure out life’s littl space to man; 
Doth roam mm’ Muse fam il with ¢ ich "ene 
Pass tlike th lar i tween; 
Glear * fron full mar i ri r tale 

It part \ i we ! lus Ir itis irtial se f 

W tin wv ! re er I t reet 

5) place her wi IP at your ft 


‘ it ty 

So truth dawn lorious on the jet 
Who putin Gop their hope and trust 

To eheer their one Vy way. 
Truth says ambition never cave 

To) tyrants rest 
For t had lei th ‘ 
And ¢ L TOYAl sceptre ( 
S (a tn ¢ fore , 

i 

Ar e } rer ‘ 
oy e the | of ; 
Viv ul ¢ f 


While man, the phantom, power pursues 
And courts it in lis dreams, 

Truth in her brightand shining robes 

Lights up earth's dark and drear abodes 


With bright celestial beams. 


She stamps a bow of promise fair, 
*O’er life's dark rolling sea,”’ 
Unbinds the chains of sin and fear, 
Wipes off the gently falling tear, 
And sets the captive free.”’ 

Truth that bright Cynosure of hope 
A beacon stands on hich, 

To dissipate the clouds of gloom 

Which gather round the silent tomb,” 
When man lies down to die. 


MORNING. 
Day-ticuT illumes the east !—the morning breaks, 

And fields and fountains in its beams are bright, 
And Nature, rousing from her slumber, shakes 

Iler dew-washed tresses in its virgin light! 
The stars are fading, andthe “ god of day,” 
The wild birds welcome with their roundelay ! 

How sweetthrough the green meadow- paths to steal 
In thiscalmhour, when all with joy 1s rife, 
And things inanimate seem waking into life! 

Ol! ifthere is an hour when we may feel 
Atonce our glory and our nothingness, 

Tis when we ponder on a scene like this. 
How ercat—that such a world was made for us! 


How mean—compared with him who made itthus! 





PROSPBCWUUS 


(5) > sy) ™ ' 
Q2n rat QUeposilor yj, 
Volume ISth, Commencing June 19, S41, 
EMBELLISHED WITH NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS, 
Price only $1 per annum. 

THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 


Literature containing Moral and Sentimental Tales, 
Original Communications, Biography, Traveling Sketches, 
Amusing Miscellany, Humorous and Historical Anecdotes, 
Useful Recipes, Poetry, &ce. The first Number of the 
Fighteenth Volume of the Rurat Rerostrory will be 
issued on Saturday, the 1h of June, a4 

On issuing the proposals for anew volume of the Rural 
Repository, the publisher tenders his tost sincere acknowl 
edgemenuts to all Contributors, Agents and Subseribers, tor 
the liberal support which they have aflorded him trom: the 
commencement of this publication New assurances on 
the partot the publisher of a periodical which has stood 
the test of years, would seem superfluous, le will there 
fore only say, that it will be conducted on a similar plan 
and publishedin the same form as beretotore, and that ne 
pains or expense shall be spared to promote their gratin 
cation by tts further improvement in ty pographicalexecu 
tion and original and selected matter 


CONDITIONS. 
THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 
other Saturday, in the Quarto form, embellished with 
numerous engravings, and will contain twenty-six num 
bers of eight pages each, with a tithe pace and index to 
the volume, making in the whole 208 pages It will be 
printed in handsome style, on Medium paper of a superior 
quality, With good type; making, at the end of the year 
a neat and tasteful volume coutaining matter equal to 
one thousand duodecimo pages, which will be both amus 
ing and instructive in future years 
rERMS.—One Dollar per annum, InvaRIABLy IN 
ADVANCE Persons remitting us Fire Deo ’ free of 
postage, shall receive SIX Copies, and those remitting us 
Ten Dollars, tree of postage, shall receive THIRTEEN 
Copies, or TWELVE Copies of this volume and one copy 
oteither the Lith, bth, tth, Mithord7th volumes. THIRTY 
Copies matied toone address tor Twenty Dol irs,senttu us 
none remittance, tree of postage 
rm No subscription received torless than one year All 
the back numbers furnished to new 
year, until the edition is out. 1 
POST MASTERS will send money for Subscriber 

to this paper free ot anv expense 


| 
Names of subserthers with the 





subscribers during 


Inless otherwise ordered 


imount of Subscripty 

to becent as soo! ible tothe pub her 
WILLIAM B 

if r, € ’ Co. N.Y. 1P41 
rE DITORS, whowish toexch 


‘ ie leew we fie ’ eet : 
’ fto give tl ! re atew tnscrtione, or al leusta 


ba 
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PODDARD 


i peli 








